SCENE i                                                   BELISARIUS

And the pinched lips that let out spiteful words
Like vermin from a cellar ?   Will you stand,
And let them ape at you ?

BELISARIUS.                                It seems I must.

UNIGATUS. You shall not, by your manhood.   Listen now!
The populace so idolize your name
They'd tip this peasant Emperor from his throne,
To place you on it.

Enter JULIAN.

JULIAN.                             Sir, you are alone ?

BELISARIUS. Save for an old fool, buzzing in my ear.
JULIAN. Why, he is one of us.

BELISARIUS.                             Of us, indeed!

You're of the same goose-feather, I must think.

UNIGATUS. Julian, speak to him.

JULIAN.                                       Sir, I am sent

By a man of reputable authority
Here in Byzantium.   He bid me say
That he, like others, much deplores your wrongs.

BELISARIUS. They are my own concern.

JULIAN.                                             And he would help you

To have them righted.
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